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Cos Angeles climes 


Andrew Wilf Falls to Demons 


Artist Fails in 
Se lf-Ex orcism 

By PATT MORRISON, Times Staff Writer 


From the beginning, Andrew Wilf painted 
what his troubled genius let him see. 

At first, it was the spectral portraits of com¬ 
monplace men, etched in gray aiikeness that 
Wilf saw in them. 

Then, several years later, came the still-life 
canvases of casual bloodletting at Grand Central 
Market, things Wilf saw from across the street 
from his downtown Los Angeles artist’s loft—al¬ 
legorical scenes of sheep and pig’s heads, of the 
choice cuts sliced out and the offal tossed aside a 
metaphor for the castoffs of human greed. 

But in the end, Andrew Wilf painted some- 
thing else he saw—himself, as a shadow -figure 
sitting at a drug-strewn table. “Peace Through 
Chemistry,” he had entitled it. 

Appeasing the Demons 

Wilf, 32, had hoped that painting would some¬ 
how appease the demons in him, a friend said. 
Painting might redeem his anguish at his de¬ 
liberate squandering, with drugs and drink and 
guilt, of an enormous gift for painting that won 
him the Young Talent Award from the Los An- 
geles County Museum last year. 

It was Wilf’s last painting, and its exorcism did 
not work; the demons got him. Wilf was found 
dead in his sleep at a friend’s Malibu home early 
Sunday. Coroner’s toxicological tests are pend¬ 
ing. But friends say it was an accidental death 
possibly from a combination of the alcohol and 
the asthma medicine that friends say he used as 
he did all things in his life—to excess. 

In his brief ascendant years as the leader of a 
new expressionism among young Southland ar¬ 
tists, Lynwood-born Andy Wilf had become a 
cult figure, a hero,” said Ulrike Kantor, his art 
dealer. 

B ut , <T e 7 ach new success took a greater toll on 
Wilf. He was the star of the whole thing, yet he 
couldn’t cope with it,” Kantor said. 

l £S, end ' w ^ en people were paying as much 
as $4,000 each for his paintings, Kantor said she 




Artist Andrew Wilf: "cult figures a hero." 


w w 111 wun mu or so at a time, lest 
he squander lt-on friends, on drink, on the as- 
thma medicine that kept him awake nights, and 

He was praised as a self-trained genius in per¬ 
ception and execution, a come-from-the-streets 
artist who had once worked in onh of those art 
factories that produce motel-roam paintings, 
just to have his hands on a brush. And at the 
same time, he sat in his shared loft, plavine 
mournful Hank Williams records over and over 
again, feeling unloved, lamenting imagined in¬ 
adequacies, said his friend Sally Roberts. 

Wilf’s white-booted figure became familiar, 
cutting capers at a gallery showi ng, at a party! 
being frenetically witty and egged on in his ex¬ 
cesses of “Wilfmania” by people; who wanted 
some contact, some piece of this c (ynamic talent, 
Roberts said. “No one could keep* up with him,” 
she said. “But he couldn’t keep ujp with himself, 
either. 


Trying to Escape 

His friends said some part of Wilf had been 
trying to escape the other part ciiT him since he 
was young, when he broke with hi is Mormon up¬ 
bringing. F 

“He thought he was a total sinner,” Kantor 
said. “And with success—he couildn’t believe a 
bad person like him was being sos ulressfu! ” 

Since the day he broke with his early teach¬ 
ings, Roberts said, ‘he knew he u/as condemned 
from the word ‘go,’ ” tormenting himself with 
the idea that everything he did--from drinking 
to his scrapes with the law to sex—was a sin. 
And the greatest sin of all was let ting any of that 
interfere with his talent, his visi on. 


Kantor called him “a complc rte artist, totally 
emotional—he couldn’t deal wi th the real logic 
of life —not even humdrum things like rent, let 
alone the line between indulgen c e and excess. 




























